The sound of a lady's voice recalled him from sincerity,
and he said: * Curious it should all come about from reading
something of Richard Jefferies.'                                         J
' Excuse me, Mr Bast, but you're wrong there. It didn't
It came from something far greater.'
But she could not stop him. Borrow was imminent after
Jefferies - Borrow, Thoreau, and sorrow. R.L.S. brought up
the rear, and the outburst ended in a swamp of books. No
disrespect to these great names. The fault is ours, not theirs.
They mean us to use them for sign-posts, and are not to
blame, if, in our weakness, we mistake the sign-posts for
the destination. And Leonard had reached the destination.
He had visited the county of Surrey when darkness covered
its amenities, and its cosy villas had re-entered ancient
night. Every twelve hours this miracle happens, but he
had troubled to go and see for himself. Within his
cramped little mind dwelt something that was greater than
Jefferies' books - the spirit that led Jefferies to write them;
and his dawn, though revealing nothing but monotones,
was part of the eternal sunrise that shows George Borrow
Stonehenge.
4 Then you don't think I was foolish ?' he asked, becoming
again the naive and sweet-tempered boy for whom Nature
had intended him.
'Heavens, no!' replied Margaret.
* Heaven help us if we do!' replied Helen.
'I'm very glad you say that. Now, my wife would never
understand - not if I explained for days.9
*No, it wasn't foolish!' cried Helen, her eyes aflame.
* You've pushed back the boundaries; I think it splendid of
you/
'You've not been content to dream as we have - *
'Though we have walked, too - *
*I must show you a picture upstairs - *
Here the door-bell rang. The hansom had come to take
them to their evening party.
'Oh, bother, not to say dash - I had forgotten we were
dining out; but do, do, come round again and have a talk.*
* Yes, you must - do/ echoed Margaret.
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